the shining delicacy of the skin, the warmth, the life—
and when her timidly offered finger was firmly and trust-
ingly clasped in a minute damp fist, her heart responded
with a small inward throb. It was a very special and
wonderfully beautiful experience.
Meanwhile, the jolt of arrival had thrown the passen-
gers against each other. The child was taken from
Helene's arms. She grasped her baggage and also the
basket of the unknown mother, and helped her down the
bkck steps, which were dripping wet. Once outside,'she
was immediately enveloped in the gloomy nocturnal
atmosphere of the station, with its dark confusion of
shivering people and the white banners of steam under its
sooty glass roof. It was only when Helene Willfxier began
to move, with her bag, towards another pktform, that
she realised how tired she was; terribly tired, indescri-
bably tired—and small wonder, considering the days she
had gone through. And now, too, she realised that the
numb, worrying, nervous sensation that had been tor-
menting her for some time was nothing more nor less
than hunger. She mentally reviewed her financial
resources and, after a moment's hesitation, approached a
small buffet where refreshments could be obtained even
during the night. A great copper full of steaming saus-
ages decided her, and she pushed forward a little against
the people standing in front of her, urged by the sudden
intensity of her hunger. It's true, she thought, excusing
herself, I haven't eaten anything for two days.
Not very far from her she saw the back of a man who
had just bought some cigars ; the broad back of a huge
man, dressed in a grey coat of foreign cut. He was light-
ing a cigar behind his sheltering hand, and in the light of
the match his profile—a good and strong profile—stood
out sharply against the background of shadows. When
Helene saw this face, when she recognised the profile,
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